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PAGES OF A STORY
"Nonsense. It keeps me healthy. Tell your mother I've got
plenty of men around. We're all doing fine now. Gregory is
back, you know. Here you go."

As Jeff entered the locker room he caught sight of Ron,
S formidable opponent, examining his face in the mirror.
"I'm here, Ron."

"Thank you...I guess I better go."

"About time."

"Don't you worry about me!" she shouted, raising her fist
slightly, giving a short laugh.

"Yeh, well. Had to finish some work." He hurriedly
gripped down and pulled on his jock and shorts. As he was
tying his shoes, Ron appeared and picked up the ball and
Cloves.

Jeff entered the house exhausted and happy. His hands
were puffy and pink, sore as he grabbed the door handle.

"How's the landlady? You down there much?"

"Hello, Gregory," Mrs. Greer called from the couch.

"Yeh. It's a good place to study, pretty quiet."

He sighed and stood in the doorway. "Hello, Mrs. Greer."

"I've heard some stories about her, from Tony..."

"Have a good game?"
"Yes, won two out of three games."

"She's not so bad. Reads a lot." Jeff was piqued by Ron's
attitude, by his willingness to judge people he didn't even
know. He knew her better than any one, probably, and he
didn't know the entire story. If she were crazy, it was no
more than those who judged her, the shopkeepers who gave an
"Oh, I see" when they learned of his address.

"I knew you would."
Jeff started to say something else, but with the first flip of
a page he lost the thought and walked upstairs. Grey paint
broke from the walls as he walked, stepping slowly, tasting
the air that seemed just an aged version of the sweaty air
that had choked the handball court. The hall light that had
never worked before was on now and he could clearly see the
walls and the widening cracks creasing them like the crow's
feet of tired eyes. The glare reminded him of the first time he
had been inside the house-in early September, when the
house was light and open.

He stopped for a drink along the narrow hall leading to the
courts. He was ready for a good workout, ready to beat Ron
and even the score.
"I don't know. I'd be scared to live down there."
"Ah, she's okay. Better than hitting the bottle all the time.
Have you heard about Jerry's landlady? Always drunk, gets
pretty wild at times."

Mrs. Greer had shown him the bedrooms and the front and
back porches, after giving him tea and cookies. The slight
nervousness he had felt on the porch, as he formulated a
sentence in his mind, was quickly dissolved by her casual
manner. As his visit lengthened, though, she grew increasingly
informal and interested in him. He had noticed the dusty
pictures of her sons and husband over the bureau and
accepted her familiarity, for the moment, as part of her
apparent senility. But the irritation stayed with him as he
walked back to campus--the way she tangled his name (she
didn't seem hard of hearing), the way she hovered solicitously
over him. Had it not been for his aversion to the constant,
blaring noise he would have willingly settled for the security
of the dorms. But she was pleasant and open-minded, it
seemed, and there was no better location.

"So does Jerry. They make a good pair."
"Yeh."
They ducked, slammed the door, and attacked the end wall
of the scuffed-white cell. Jeff smacked the ball whenever it
came near him, concentrating on the sensation in his hands,
rubbing them between shots to get the blood flowing. As he
hit straight off the wall, taking the smacks in his padded
palms, an image interrupted his light concentration as if his
mind had the four corners of the handball court and someone
had looked in at the door, demanded a wave of recognition
and moved on. He saw Mrs. Greer on her couch, before the
TV set. She lay still, a handwoven shawl to her neck, her
wispy hair caught in its cob-webbed design.
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"Jeff

Jeff continued along the hallway and into his room,
thinking of the family pictures he had seen that day, recalling
the relaxed afternoon weeks later when she had finally
mentioned having any family at all. It had done little to ease
his apprehension.

Jeff. You ready?"

"What? Yet, I'm ready." His hands were hot and filled his
gloves to the point of bursting. He rubbed them hard against
each other as he stood in the left service box, eager for the
first service.

He had been on the front porch, stretched on a lawn chair
struggling to fit together bits of writing from pages of forced
words. He glanced up occasionally, finding solace in the trees
that hid doorways, swingsets and gardens.

In the two-story house that he had left, Mrs. Greer lay
much as Jeff had imagined-prone on her bony couch, wrapped
in a blanket in front of the tiny TV with its tin-foil appendages and bent antenna. She was sitting up now, though,
propped against a dusty pillow, reading one of her few books
by the yellow light of an ornate lamp. The evening news
droned from the set. Pages were flipped back and forth,
slicing the air and falling silent against the others. The book
was thick and old. As her thin fingers slid across them, the
Pages seemed pressed into her lap, as if buoying up a great
weight. She raised her head slowly, finally looking away from
the words, toward the insistent doorbell.
She stiffly crossed the dim room and peered out through
'he front window. There was no one in sight - must be those
Kids again. She opened the door by habit, and almost closed it
again before seeing the tiny face.

"Hello, Gregory." Mrs. Greer had sighed as she eased
herself into her rocker.
"Oh, hello, Mrs. Greer."
She wiped some crumbs from the stained apron that
covered her lap with loud letters: Chief Cook: Move or I'll
bake your buns. "Anna, Anna. You should call me Anna.
You're just too stuffy, Gregory."
"It's Jeff, Mrs. Greer, Jeff."
"Oh, you are difficult, but I appreciate your coming home.
I know your father does too. The other boys call me Anna.
Try it. See if it's not better."
"I...I just wouldn't feel right about it." He could just see
Tony calling her Anna. He hadn't talked to her more than five
minutes since he moved in.

"Ah, it's you, Mindy. Nice to see you. You want more
for your cake? I knew you'd need more."
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"Yeh, it's going to be a big one," Mindy said as they
the kitchen. "My mother says you work too hard in
'he yard. Says you need someone to take care of you."

"How do you like my apron?" She was suddenly standing
with her arms out, circling slowly.
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